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bed.   It was New Year's Eve, but they were tired and agreed
not to sit up.

The Princess woke up, Somebody was knocking on the
door. It was two o'clock. The wardrobe maid entered. A
telegram. There was no hope for the King. They must
come to Sans Souci immediately. All members of the Royal
Family were summoned. They jumped out of bed and threw
on the first clothes to hand. Vicky screwed up her hair and
thrust it under her bonnet. The two of them descended to
the courtyard. They carried no luggage. They did not
stop to summon a footman or a carriage, but went out into
the street. They shivered in 12 degrees of frost as they
hurried through the streets in the bright starlight to the
Crown Prince's Palace. To Vicky the experience was like a
fantastic dream. She had never before walked unguarded
through the streets of a great city.

A carriage waited at the entrance of the Crown Prince's
Palace. The Crown Prince and Princess came out. The
four of them drove to the station. They took the first train
to Potsdam. None of the few other passengers recognized
the four Royalties. Presently, they were being shown up to
the King's room at Sans Souci.

The room was fall of dancing shadows. Besides the flames
of the fire, only a dim lamp lit the scene. Sounds of
desperate breathing broke the stillness. Queen Elizabeth sat
in a chair by the bed. One arm supported her husband's
head. Her own head was resting beside his on the pillow,
while her free hand continually wiped away the perspiration
bursting out on the flaming, haggard face. The King's
eyes were tightly closed. They stood at the foot of the bed.
Nobody spoke.

The fire began to spit and crackle. A terrible sound
drowned the crackling of the fire. It was the death rattle. An
hour and a half passed. They still stood at the foot of the
bed. The King's head lay motionless on the pillow. The
Queen hardly stirred beside him. Unceasingly, the unearthly
hollow rattle had burst from the throat of the dying man.
Relations tiptoed in, gazed at the King, and tiptoed